at all or else I've swallowed a trouser button!* Then she
saw my face and humbly apologized for laughing.
But she stuck to her suspicions of a careless substitution
and actually insisted upon another set of photographs
which were merely a confirmation of the first Although
she continued to treat the matter lightly she yielded to my
demand for a second opinion and it was for this purpose
that we went again to Rome, to consult Professor Frugone*
a most charming and brilliant doctor, quite young but
already physician to the Duce, to Marconi and to other
notabilities.
Of course I was anxious as we set out for Rome, but
Lapiccirella, while inexorably of the opinion that her
lungs were too badly damaged to be exposed to northern
winters, had also been very emphatic that there was now no
possible question of T.B. and that in that respect he con-
sidered her to be self-inoculated. "We had realized at once
that if Lapiccirella's view was confirmed it would entail
our living permanently abroad (there could be no question
Jbr 3 writer of John's sporadic inspiration of regular migra-
tions on a given date twice a year). But although she had
at first rebelled at the idea of being what she called * exiled',
as soon as she had realized my distress and anxiety she had
said quite quiedy that she owed it to me after all our years
together to spare me in every way possible and that if
Frugone should agree with Lapiccirella she would put up
no fight and would do as I wished.
In any case, when John was light-hearted it was almost
impossible not to catch the infection and in spite of our
problems we set out for Rome in a distinctly holiday mood.
It was upon this occasion that we bought wine at Orvieto
and emptied the flask by die time we reached our destina-
tion. "We arrived in time for luncheon and went to the
K                                  I4S